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out of the question for England to win the war. "America is coming
in some day," I said. He had his answer ready. "She'll come in too
late. She isn't ready." He would quote figures proving how far
behind Germany English and American production was. A dictator-
ship, he opined, could only be defeated by dictatorial methods.
Democracy was unfit for it. Look how slow Congress was about
the Lease-and-Lend Bill, "I know," I said, "there must be plenty of
inefficiency in England. I know that for a long time the English are
going to be licked wherever they turn, I know the old school tie
will be pretty colourless before this war is over, and the famous
blue arse of the Briton will be blue from kicks, but England is going
to win because of her moral courage, the stoical heroism of her
people and because decency is on her side." He would shake his
head.
In a commiserating voice, pronouncing every CV as 'p', he
sketched the invasion that would come in the Spring. Paratroops
would get hold of aerodromes and railway junctions. With coastal
batteries and Stukas the Germans would make the Channel too hot
for the Navy. "You can't invade England as long as there's a
navy." "Navy? What could a navy do with its bases in German
hands? Shell Portsmouth in German hands from the sea?"
I was full of lice, my lice and the lice of Marcel. I scratched and
scratched. I was starved. 1 was in prison associating with
infantile crooks. And this man saw the Germans in Portsmouth.
I feebly rose from my palliasse and lurched towards him and hit his
sagging, hungry jaw with my emaciated fist. Then I swayed to and
fro, waiting for him to hit me back. But when there's no sergeant
behind a German his fighting spirit leaves him; when alone the
German remembers he comes from the land of poets and thinkers,
Georges didn't hit me back, he took pen and paper and wrote to
the chief warder, denouncing me for having hit him. That would
have meant a fortnight's cachot for me. But the legionnaire and
Marcel told him they would certify that I never left my palliasse.
Georges sighed, tore up the letter and next day we were back at
our discussions again. He was painfully honest: with himself, too.
I asked him if the propaganda of German political refugees about
Nazis and the peace-loving German people were true. He called
it rubbish.
"Imagine England wins the war," I said, "imagine the confidence
trick of 1918 is repeated and there comes a second Weimar. . . . No,
not even that. Imagine Germany defeated and a sincere German
Socialist taking over the reins. A peace-loving anti-Nazi German,
The door opens and an officer walks in. He introduces himself as